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Crushin' Bones 


Author's Notes: 

I'm sure there's already a TLSP fic titled D Is For Dangerous but it was too perfect, you feel? 

Anyway, this is going to be a 3 part fic (maybe more if | feel the need) and | really like the idea and | think 
I've written it the best to my abilities, so please enjoy and tell me what you think! 

As always, I'm not to great with grammar, so if you see any bad mistakes please (politely!) let me know so | 
can fix it! 


<3 


Looking down at my feet as | walk down the long, concrete hallway staring at my Salatore Ferragamo Oxfords 
and smiling at every click the heels make, | wonder back to when | was nothing but a lost teenager in my dirty 
sneakers being drug down the very same hall the first time. 


| was in my third year of highschool and | had been invited to my first party, one | never got the pleasure of 
going to, but | had been invited on only one condition: | had to buy pot, and not just any pot. Good pot. The 
snobby, rich shit that invited me gave me an address to go to after school, said that he'll text the guy ahead 
of time so | couldn't possibly fuck it up. Prick. 


Luckily | had been good at saving money in those years and | knew | could cover any expense needed to obtain 
this drug | had never once tried before, but heard endlessly about how amazing it was. Odd to think what a 
good kid | was. | remember being more scared about my mother finding out about it than the police or anyone 


else. | probably would of cried if | had let my mother down like that back then. 


| didn't pay a single mind to any of my classes the whole day, thinking about what | would say to the dealer 
when | met him, or what I'd say to my mother when | came home late and explained to her that | couldn't 
work on homework because | had been invited to a party. Even after school had ended and | walked for what 
seemed like ages to the other side of town, crawling up each stair of the run-down apartment building | 


wracked my brain with any believable excuse until my thoughts were interrupted by "Hey man, you Eric's 


friend? Uh-- Allen?" 


| looked up quickly to a man in his early twenties, a tshirt and jeans who looked completely non-threatening, but 
the pale, dry skin and the circles around his eyes gave away what he does in his freetime. His arms were 
covered in bandages and bruises and pin point scabs. | thought they exaggerated in movies how junkies look, but 
he looked just like any one of them out of any film. 


"Um- I-Its Alex, but yeah." 


He motioned me inside and | hurriedly made my way in, he didn't offer me a drink which | would of killed for 


but kept my mouth shut. | wanted to leave as soon as | possibly could. 


‘I'm Julian, but my friends call me Bones." He was rummaging through a trunk that sat next to his couch, 


searching for the right bag to hand me. 

"Why Bones?" 

"Because | look like skin and bones but | can snap your neck easily" 

"Oh 

He sighed into the chest, seeming to have a hard time finding what he was looking for. 


"Man, | can't find your bag. | thought | pulled it out on top, but I'm not seeing it. Would some coke be alright, 


or do you want me to--" 


When his door was kicked open, | didn't have enough time to turn to look at who it was who did it. A gun was 
to my back and the breath | didn't know | was holding came out in a panicked yelp. | quickly learned that there 
were two of them, for | heard them mumble a few things to each other before one spun me around and 
punched me square in the jaw. | dropped to the floor faster than | realized gravity could allow. He kept his gun 
pointed at me as they both man their way over to Bones who had his hands up and horror in his eyes. 


"Where do you get off stealing my cocaine?" The tallest said in an off-settling, calm voice. 


"| didn't steal shit man, | don't even deal with the shipments! l'm just given what I'm given and told to sell it. If 


anyone stole from you its-" 


"Yeah, your fuckin’ boss. Haven't heard that one before." The other said, a southern English accent dripping 
from each word. "Listen here, kid We know you stole it. We got video. We're not fuckin’ ametuers like you." 


Bones stayed silent, his eyes searching the room for an exist or a weapon | assumed. 
"Who's that wimpy shit?" The tall one asked, waving his pointed gun towards me. "He work for you?" 
"N-ro, | don't--" 


"| didn't fucking ask you," | saw death flicker in his eyes and | could feel my chest fill with an intense anxiety, 
"Now did 1?" 


"He's my workmate, yeah." Bones lied with no remorse, "He takes the North of town, were you guys sell out to 
the hookers and shit." Dread filled my lungs and | knew at that moment | wouldn't be able to say anything to 


get me out of this situation, but | still screamed out, 


"Thats not true! | don't know him! I've never even-" A swift kick to the stomach cut off my words, for they 
all turned into coughs. It was the first time | had ever been hit that wasn't a smack on the back of my head 


from my mum, and | can assure you it hurt much, much more. 


| stopped listening to whatever was being said around me after that, focusing all of myself on my stomach and 
how badly it hurt, which of course made it hurt more. My mistake in doing so wasn't that though, it was the 
fact | allowed myself to be thrown over the tall ones shoulder and carried down the staircase of the building, 
out the back, into a black van. Boss has always been a bit cliche like that. He pushed me into the back, followed 
by Bones who | noticed had sometime received a large gash on his forehead. It bled like a waterfall, dipping onto 
his shirt and jeans, permanently staining them certainly. | offered my sweatshirt to him to use to put 
pressure on his wound. | was far too nice then. He accepted it and after a few minutes, | had finally recovered 
from my blow and was helping Bones, the prick who lied and gotten me into all of this shit, with his own wound. 
He looked at me with regret in his eyes and | nodded, accepting it as an apology. 


| didn't make any attempt to bribe the two kidnappers or try to make a plan with Bones on how to escape, | 
was too wrapped up in my panic to even think of such a thing. | worried about mum, how scared she must of 
been | hasn't answered my phone when | first got to Bones apartment, and | had lost it when | was carried off 
to the van. So | just sat silent and still, looking over to Bones every few minutes as we were driven farther 


and farther away from anywhere that could be close to, let alone in, my town. 


After what seemed like hours, the van stopped and before | knew it | was being pulled out of the van and my 
head covered by a bag of some sort. | was dragged along side of Bones into a building that echoed each step 


loudly. | heard other voices muffled behind doors we passed, figuring out quickly this was their hideout. | was 
pushed into an empty room, the door slamming behind me and locking. | took my bag off my head only to be 
met with a small white room with no windows, a flickering yellow light bulb and a desk with a chair on both 
sides. | cautiously attempted to open the door and was clashed with no luck, as | figured | would be. 


After wondering where Bones was and pacing in circles, the door opened to reveal the tall man who had thrown 


me over his shoulder earlier and dragged me to this place. 


"Sit down" He demanded, making his way to the seat behind the desk himself. He was so tall that it seemed tiny 
compared to him. He had short, slicked back ginger hair and had that sort of ugly-handsome face. His eyes 
were dark and tired, but shone with a flame of seriousness and power. "You can call me Mr. Homme. lim not 
your enemy. l'm not your friend. And | can kill you easily in the matter of seconds if you waste a second of 


my time with lying, you understand?" 

| nodded yes hastily. 

"Good. Whats your name?" 

"Uh- Alex. T-Turner. Alex Turner." 

"How old are you?" 

"Um- Seventeen" 

Mr. Homme leaned back into his chair, his gaze still on me, and crossed his arms. The dim lighting of the room 
gave his frame a even more sinister aura, it was so movie-like | had to keep wondering if | was dreaming. My 


aching head assured me it wasn't. 


"How are you going to convince me you don't work for Bones?" He asked. | panicked and began my usual 


nervous rambling, 


‘I've never even bought pot before today, | swear! | was invited to this party, and I've never been to a party! 
But they told me if | didn't buy this stuff | couldn't come, and | really wanted to come! l- | can tell you who 
gave me Bones address!" Eric wasn't the nicest of guys, he could use a good beating | thought. "A-And uh-- l- 


| work after school at the library every week day, so | wouldn't have time to--" 

"Jesus christ, shut up." He stood up, "I have a job for you. I'm short on men nowadays and if you say no I'll 
break your neck. If you go and tackle-tail, which you look like the type, I'll break your mothers neck too. 
Understood?" 


Nothing but a small squeak came out my mouth, followed by another nod. 


"Good" 


The day after that was a blur. | was bugged with microphones under my shirt, a gun stuffed in the back on 
my jeans covered by my shirt and dropped off at another shady apartment building, even worse than Bones’ 
(who | had learned tried to make a run for it and got shot in the leg, then dumped in the street the town 
over) place. My job was to ask a man named Quinn, a heroin dealer, about his boss G. Diamond who had 


apparently stolen Mr. Homme's coke and had been selling it as his own. This was unacceptable. 


Keith, the name of the other man | had met yesterday with the southern English accent, quickly told me the 
room number to go to, what to say, then waved me off with disregard. | could tell he didn't trust me, but 


could | blame him? 


As | walked up the staircases, | was constantly stopped by several people asking if | wanted dope, crack, pot 
and every other drug under the rainbow. Every time | ignored them, partly in just trying to focus on the 
‘mission’ at hand, but also from shattering fear that was wracking through my head to my stomach. | 
eventually made it to room 36 and knocked the way Keith had showed me, twice, pause, twice, pause, once. The 


door opened in the matter of seconds. 

| was greeted by blood shot, hazed eyes and a goofy smile. 

"Are you Quinn?" | asked, surprisingly smooth. He gave a small snort and nodded, 

"Yeah, man!" He opened the door wide enough to let me in, "What do you need man? | got some pot if you're-" 


"I heard your boss moved location?" | kept my voice stern and a strong gaze in his eyes. | was told if | can't 
physically be stronger, | have to act it. It could of gotten be killed, but | had this strange confidence in my 


words and stance that day, eating at any nerves | had before. 


"Oh," Quinn shrugged, "Yeah, | guess. Heard he moved to Brooklyn, theres a big coke movement going on down 
there and he wanted in on some good cash." 


"Yeah, | bet he does." The gun | had tucked away almost felt like it was burning against me, and the last thing | 
wanted was to have to use it, but | pulled it out and pointed it at Quinn's head anyway like Keith told me | 

needed to, controlling my shaking the best | could. "He stole that coke from my boss. | want to know where he 
is exactly." | searched in my head for a threat, but | couldn't think of anything. The fact | was even doing that 


was out of this world to me. 


Quinn's already pale skin seemed to lighten even more, his eyes giving away every lick of fear he was feeling. | 
must of actually looked scary right then. Then again, just about anyone with a gun pointed at you would seem 
scary. He stuttered out a few sounds, | cocked my gun, he stuttered out an address. | gave a small smile and 


lowered my weapon, 


"Thank you." 


| left the building as fast as | could manage, sweating more than I'd like to admit and shivering to my bones 
with nerves. It was a mixture of adrenaline and horror that | had never felt before, and the taste in my 


mouth was bitter-sweet. | climbed into the parked van, 
"You get it?" | asked Keith. He looked at me and laughed, but nodded a yes anyway. 

"You look like you've just seen a ghost! 

"Ive never even held a gun before, can you cut me some slack?" 

"Me and Boss don't give slack You either do, or you fuckin’ die. So deal with it you pansy.” 
| didn't say another word that whole ride back 


My third time walking down that concrete hallway was much more pleasant than the first and second time, 

the echos didn't scare me as much as they made me feel a weird sense of pride. Keith led me to Mr. Homme's 
office, a large room with a nice walnut wood desk and plenty of nicknacks scattering his shelves. He was leaning 
against his table when we walked in and gave a few lazy claps in my direction. His dark eyes that often seemed 
to be staring into my soul looked a bit softer than usual, almost kind. But no matter in what mood he was in, | 


knew from the beginning they would always look somber and dangerous. 


"You did good, Al. Especially for your first time. Honestly, didn't think you had it in you." He pulled a cigarette 
out of a pack that sat on his desk and lit it with a match. | almost made a sarcastic remark on how it was the 


2lst century and lighters are a common thing, but knew that would be incredibly stupid of me. 


"Uh- Thank you." | shifted my weight onto my other leg, awkwardly staring at Mr. Homme to the wall, to the 


floor, back to him. "Um... Do you want your gun back?" 
Mr. Homme looked over to Keith with a grin which was returned with a laugh. 
"No. You can keep it if you'd like." 


| gave him a bewildered look and quickly began shaking my head, "N-no, | don't wanna keep it-- What would | do 


with a gun, | mean--" 
"Kid, I'm about to do something I've never done before, and if you don't shut up I'll kick your ass." 


He offered me a spot in his "family", as he liked to call it. The Homme Family. I'd work for him doing the small, 
simple jobs no one else wants to do because they're much too easy and safe. I'd have to dedicate my life to it, 
he even told me so. Quit school, move out of my parents house, everything. At first my mind of course kept 
telling me "no, no, no, no, no" but | kept thinking about the rush | had felt under an hour ago. | had never felt 


something so intense in my life. 


After staring, thinking, stuttering for a few minutes, | looked Mr. Homme straight in the eyes with a 
determination | didn't know | had and stuck my hand out, 


"Alright. Yeah. I'll do it” He grinned and chuckled, obviously surprised, and took my hand. 
"Welcome to the family then 


Its been seven years since then, I'm twenty four now and I've climbed up the latter of positions faster than 
anyone in the familys ever seen | didn't only dedicate my life to this, it is my life, and the first day | realized 
that was the first day | knew | would never be free completely again. l'm now third in commana, right under 
Boss and Keith. I'm the youngest in the family, but one of the most powerful. | specialize in what | call the 
Drug Wheel. 


Anything related to even the tiniest, most unimportant lick of coke, heroin, speed or pills that have Boss's 
name on them, | know about and take care of. It was destiny really, my first ever job being drug related, 
because there hasn't been anything since that gives me the thrill a good bust does. Boss calls it my calling, 
Keith calls it a gift, but | know its just life working in its mysterious ways as cliche as it sounds. 


| walk into Boss's office, without knocking as Keith and | have no need, he's straightening his tie in a mirror. He 
hasn't aged all to gracefully since | was a teenager, but how could he? He runs practically a whole underground 


drug zone that is known throughout the whole country. 


"You called?" | asked, leaning against the door frame. He shot his velvet stare right at me, buttoning his suit 
jacket as he walked behind his desk where | swear he lives. 


"Theres a conference in ten, but before you go find Cook and tell him to get his ass into the Black Room. What 
the hell was he thinking running his mouth to all those damn stippers?" | laughed in fond memory of Cook, a 
member of our family, trying to get with a bunch of girls at a strip club by saying he could get them all the 


coke they could ever imagine for free. 

"Yeah," | giggled a bit more, "Sure thing." 

"Also, | have dinner with my wife tonight and-" He rolled his eyes before motioning to his outfit, "Does this 
look alright? Hts our anniversary." | covered my mouth with my hand and started snickering even more, earning 
a death death glare. 

"Yeah, Boss, you look great." 

"IIl shoot you in your foot, Turner.” 

"Yeah, yeah." | waved him off as | walked away. He'd been threatening me with that since the very first time | 


poked fun at him on my twenty-first birthday. It was his fault, he insisted | got wasted with him and the 


family at a shady bar downtown and I've always been one to run my mouth a bit too much when | drank. 


| made my way down to the common room kind of area where everyone hung out and fucked about if they 
didn't have any jobs to be doing. | locked eyes with Cook as soon as | walked in and motioned with my finger for 
him to come over, which he did without hesitation. With the look on his face, he knew what | was going to say 
without it even coming out of my mouth, but it wouldn't be any fun if | didn't get to. 


"Black room. Now. If you don't hurry too, you'll lose a finger instead of a few braincells." 
"C'mon Al, you were there, | was drunk | wasn't thinkin’-" 


"The last thing someone who knows where large amounts of coke is doesn't need to be ‘not thinking’. You could 


get us all fuckin’ arrested or killed, man. Now move it." 


He didn't try to make peace anymore and he walked off. | had only had the pleasure of meeting the Black Room 
once, after the third job | ever did. Its where you go when you fuck up and Boss thinks you need some sense 
beaten into you, and if you're lucky he'll go easy and you'll get away with a few nasty bruises and a bloody 
nose. I've seen men leave the room with broken bones and black eyes though, it definitely keeps everyone on 


track. 


Everyone in the room stared as Cook left the room, dragging his feet in obvious despair. Once he left 
everyones sight, all eyes landed on me. | gave a quick glare to everyone and turned around, walking off myself 
to the conference room. It was rare we had meetings, and they normally meant there was a large, difficult job 


ahead of us. | always liked those kind of jobs, they're like puzzles trying to piece everything together. 


| walked down several grey hallways and up a flight of stairs and waltz into the room. It was the largest room 
in the whole building, offering enough room for the most important people in our family if needed for whatever 
reason we all might need to be together. It was just as | expected when | walked in though, the top four in 
charge, Boss, Keith, myself and Matt. Matt is our "techie" as Keith calls him and is only so high in charge 
because of that fact. Not that he's a bad guy, | rather enjoy his company actually, he gives a light mood to 
dark situations. He's just not the kind of guy who can points a gun at someone and pull the trigger, which 
leaves several people constantly having to keep his back during all jobs where he needs to come with us. We're 


grateful for him though, so theres never much complaining. 


| found a seat between Keith and Matt and leaned into the wooden chair, looking right at Boss with my full 
attention. That's something | learned real fast with these meetings, you have to give full attention. You miss 
one thing you could fuck the whole thing up and get yourself or someone else hurt or killed. 


"Cook in the Black Room?" 
"Sure thing," | gave a grin, "Reckon he won't even think about touching liquor for a nice long while after this." 


Boss gave a nod, but no smile. He looked grim and drained, something wasn't right Which was obvious to 


assume but something was really wrong, | could see it in his eyes. His flame wasn't there like it normally was 


and | felt my stomach drop. It wasn't often | felt scared when there wasn't a gun pointed at my head, but | 
just... | just know. 


"This is it" Boss began with a sigh. "Alex, you remember when we met? That dealer you were with?" 
"Bones?" | hadn't heard the name in years. Figured he died, honestly. "Yeah, course | remember him.’ 


"I've been told by our boys in Brooklyn that he's taken over what little of G. Diamond had left before we took 


care of him" 


"From seven years ago?" Keith inquired, crossing his arms. "We killed the guy and most his gang and that 
scrawny shit has been fucking around with them? How are we just hearing about this?" 


Boss shook his head, "I don't know. According to James, it looks like he's been in business for years now. He's a 


well known name throughout most the West side." 


"Well, we take our business on the East side, Boss. What's the problem?" | asked. He didn't say anything for a 


few moments, his breathing was slow and steady. 

"He stole from us, thousands of dollars of cocaine and dope-" 

"No way." | interrupted, "I would of known about that. | take care of the Drug Wheel, Boss." 

"He did it last night." He sighed and smoothed his hair back with a hand, "He killed Nick doing it." 

Silence consumed the room. 

Nicky? | instantly looked over to Matt who kept a stone face, but | knew. They were close, always have been 
Like brothers. They came into the family together and always said they'd die together if it came down to it. | 
gave him a pat on his shoulder which he responded to with a nod. 

‘lm sorry, mate.” | whispered. 

"It was probably bound to happen," He let out a slow breath, "He's always been such a careless shit." He kept 
breathing as steadily as he could and kept a heavy grip on the sides of his chair so tight his knuckles were 


white. 


"We're going to hunt him down, and we're going to kill him." Boss assured all of us, but said it staring right at 
Matt. "You don't kill my family without dying yourself.” 


"Whats the plan?" Keith asked, crossing his legs now, with disinterest like he did everything. 


| haven't thought it through completely, but | know | need two men. Not ours, ones who will eventually end up 


dead. | need one who's stupid enough to befriend a drug lord and learn all his little secrets, but not stupid 

enough to run his mouth about how he's telling us everything he hears. Another one who can be absolutely 
anyone, we just need to be able to find a way to prove he murdered Bones and not us." Boss stood up, fixing 
his jacket, "Our last big job almost got us all caught by the pigs, we need to put the blame on someone else 


and cover our asses. Al, do you know anyone we could use?" 


| had already started prying my mind for possible suitors. Old teachers, ex-girlfriends current boyfriends, old 
lovers, old classmates, family friend's children-- 


"I got it!" | grinned, "My uncle's sons dealer, I've met him once, briefly, years and years ago. Close to the same 
age as me actually. He'd be perfect, he's just a stoner idiot with absolutely no life and a lot of time on his 
hands." 

"Alright" Boss stated, "| trust you with my life, Al, you know this. But if you fuck this up and get anyone in 
my family killed unnecessarily, its your neck I'll be after. This isn't like something we've ever had to do before, 


its not a game like you make it. | don't want to lose another member of my clan, you hear me?" 


"Yeah, Boss. | hear you." | said softly, leaning into the table on my hands. He gave a signal of acknowledgment to 
all of us before he walked over to the door, but before opening it, he turned back towards me, 


"Al, whats his name? | should do a background check on this kid before | frame him for murder." 

| hadn't really ever been good with names, but he had an unusual one that you couldn't forget easily. 
"It's Miles Kane.” | answered. 

With another nod, Boss left without another word. 


"The beginning of the end" Keith muttered to himself. 


